She smiled like a Holy-day,
she simpred like the Spring,
She prancMt it like a Popingaie,
and like a Swallow sing:
She trip't it like a barren Doe,
she strutted like a gor-crowe,
Which made the mm so fond of her
hye nonny nonny noe.
To sport it on the merry downe
to daunce the Uvely Haye ;
To wrastle for a green gowne
in heate of all the day
Never wouta she saye me no
jet me thought I had tho
Never enough of her
hye nonny nonny noe.
But gonne she is the prettiest Lasse
that ever trod on plaine.
What ever hath betide of her
blame not the Shepherd Swayne
For why? she was her owm Foe,
and gave herselfe the overthrow
By being so franke of her
hye nonny nonny noe.
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